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In she came and into the sitting-room we went.
The sitting-room is quite as repellent as the dining-
room. It is not, I think, that I have no gift for making
my surroundings pleasant. One day I shall have, I
hope, a house of my own, and it shall be as bright and
fresh and gaily coloured as this damnable house has
been dead and cold and inhuman. Miss Porteous did
not add to the splendour of the room. She sat on the
edge of the faded sofa, her thick legs wide spread,
looking, as Jim has so often described her to me,
about to enter for some athletic contest. I did not
sit down but stood, leaning against the mantelpiece,
looking at her.

* You may think,' she said, * that this visit is an
impertinence.    I don't intend to be impertinent.'

I said that I was sure she did not. The only thing
was that I was on the point of going out and had an
appointment in town to keep. (My appointment
was with Jim, but I did not need to tell her that.)

She said stiffly that she would not keep me for
more than a moment.

*  It is simply this,' she went on, rather as though
she were the captain of a hockey team and was
giving me directions as to the tactics of my play,
* It is said in the town that you and Mr. James Bird
are engaged to be married.   Is that correct?'

I said it was correct. My temper is not, I am
afraid, all it should be, although circumstances have
taught me to control it.

She then explained that Mr* Bird had for a
considerable time been a curate of her father's,
and therefore she and her father took a friendly
interest in his affairs. She hoped I would forgive
her saying that he was a man ignorant of the ways of